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The PRE FACE. 


FULL, and juſt Portraiture 
of Socrates haying been ſcarce 
given us by the Divine Plato 
himſelf, I am too ſenſible, the World 
will be ready to condemn me, for 
endeavouring to draw ſo ſublime a 


| Character. 


But however bad the Performance 
may be thought by the Learned Part 


of the World, the true, and real De- 


ſign of it, Im ſure, was good: My chief 
View being this, to let the Illiterate 
Part of Mankind know, what elevated 
Thoughts a Heathen entertain d con- 
cerning the Nature of Vertue, and 
Vice, and the Certainty of future Re- 
wards and Puniſhments in another 
Life: Thoughts ſo ſublime, ſo full of 


Rapture, and Piety as might be juſt- 


ly hop'd, would awaken the ſtupid 
Athei/t, conyince the obſtinate Free- 
Thinker , and ſhame the ungodly 


— 
Pla- 


The Preface. 


Plato, as far as it was poſſible for 
any Genius merely Human, has done 
his Great Mater Tuſtice. All the 


Features of Him ſeem to be taken | 
with the moſt exquifite Skill, and 


Judgment, and drawn wonderfully 
ſtrong, and lively. Some of which, 


ne ea. A and tual 


and J hope not the meaneſt, I have 


endeavour d to tranſcribe from the 


Apology, Crito, and Phœdo. 
Wherefoever it appears, that J 
have enlarg d too freely upon Plato's 
Sentiments, give me Leave to ſay, it 
was owing only to the ungovernable 
Efforts of a tranſported Genius. For 
who can read that glorious Author 
with any manner of Taſte, and not 
be raviſn d, and carry d away into 
boundleſs Thought „and Specula- 

tion ? 
It is with the greateſt Uneaſineſs, 
that I reflect, how many of thoſe 
beautiful Paſſages I have been forc'd 
to omit, which ſhine ſo conſpicuouſly 
in Plato, and contribute to ſet forth 
One of the Greateſt of Men in his full 
Luſtre. 


The Preface. 


Luſtre. But yet this is my Comfort, 
that the Weight, and Solidity of aye 
of His Lines, when transfus'd into 
our Engiib Language, will greatly 

help to recommend whole Pages. 
I 1 queſtion not, but I ſhall undergo 
„the ſevereſt Cenſures for attempting 
e to write in Blank Verſe, which re- 
© |] quires a Strength, and Majeſty of Di- 
ction to ſupport it's Grandeur, and 
Dignity ; or elſe from the True Sub- 
lime, degenerates into re and min 
Metre. 


Fe Animis nattm, inventumgue Poema juvandis, 
f Ta 4 e Aeeſſit, * ud! mmm. 


I am conſcious of my bad Succeſs, 
| but humbly preſume, that Plato s 
| profound Senſe, which I have endea- 
vourd faithfully to retain, will make 
ſome Amends for the Deficiency of 
my Numbers. 

All, that I wiſh, is, that whoſoever 
condeſcends to read the following 
Eſſay, may have ſo muchGood-nature, 
and Good Senſe, as to regard the S- 

timents 


— — .d . — — 
* 8 © 6 cg FP e 


The Preface. 
timents more, than the Diction, the 


Matter more, than the S le. 
Let Him obſerve with Wonder 


the Manly, and Graceful Beha- 
viour of Scraxzes at his Trial; his 
wonderful Alacrity, and Chearfulneſs 
in Priſon; his ſublime, occaſional Diſ- 
courſes with his melancholy Friends 
concerning the incorruptible Nature, 
and future Condition of the Sou/;' his 


unparallel d Courage and Bravery; z his 


Sweetneſs of Temper, and entire Re- 


ſignation to the Will of the Sapreme 
Being. Let Him in a Word admire, 
and Te charm'd with that univerſal 


Love, and Charity, which He ex- 


preſs d in ſuch moving Terms, not 
long before his Departure out of the 
World. And then Im confident, he 
will acknowledge the Divine Socrates 
to be a worthy Pattern for the Be 
Chriſtian to copy after; but yet ſuch 
a Pattern as every Chriſtian, who en- 
joys ſo many Adyantages above a 
Heathen, ought to be aſham'd to fall 
ſhort of. 

4 E I- 


H 


rer »F en er $08 se 


EIKON EQKPATIKH, 


OR, A 


PORTRAIT URE 


OF 


SOCRATES, &c. 


SOCRATES a? the Bar. 


Wa IMPLICITY of Speech, and naked 

2 Truth, 

2 Not varniſh'd with the Charms of Elo- 
& quence, 

WF Or cover'd with the Gloſs of Rhetorick, 
Belong to Me: Athenians, think no 

more 

That Pride, and Self-Conceit, that dire Diſeaſe ! 

Sophiſtick Wrangling, intricate Diſpute, 

Peculiar Notions, groundleſs Mylteries, 

Fetch'd from among the Clouds, or elſe the Product 

Of a wild Fancy, and diſtemper'd Brain, 


Make up the Character of Socrates ! 


B I am 


[2] 


T am no Broacher of Erroneons Tenets, 
Nor One, who dares deny the certain Being 
Of Sovereign Pow'rs above, and active Dæmons: 
Nor do 1 ſoar too high in Things Sublime, 
Nor dive too low in deep Obſcurities, 
But reſt contented in my humble Sphere. 


Ine'er inſtill'd bad Notions into Youth, 
Nor by my Reas'ning led them into Errour, 
But all my Care has been to root out Seeds 
Deſtructive to their Minds, and in the room 
Engraff more Solid Principles. Young Men! 
Stand forth, Diſciples of Old Socrates, 

And witneſs for your Maſter's Innocence. 

Tell, if I e'er confounded the Ideas | 

Of Juſtice, and of Truth, with artful Shuffle, 

So as to make a Cauſe, that's ſtamp'd with Vice, 
Shine under the Diſguiſe of Lovely Vertue. 


But what can endleſs Pleading profit me? 
Why ſhou'd I ſpeak yet more, and ſpeak in vain ? 
1 give my Words unto the fleeting Winds, 

And talk to boilterous Waves, that roll along, 
And bear down all with their impetuous Rage. 


Will you accept the Fine, I'm free to pay ? 
Apollodorus, Crito, Critobulus, 
Smmias, and Cebes too (unſhaken Friends!) 
Would gladly give their All to fave my Life, 
And ftarve to let Me live. But ſay, Atbeniant? 
Will fo f much ſerve to free a guiltleſs Man ? 
Not one kind Word? ls ſtill your Anſwer Death ? 
No Safety to be found, no ſhort Reprieve, 
Which glads the Heart of a deſponding Wretc 
And lighis up Joy, and Tranſport in his Soul, 
Inſtead of gloomy Horrour and Deſpair ? 


2 


» — 


Offering a ſmall Sum of Money, | 
Th „ 
| Tis 


1 


'Tis ſo! And I will vent wy weighty Thoughts, 
Which almoſt burſt my Heart, and force their Way. 
Is it decreed, that Socrates ſhall Die? 

Are Truth, and Innocence become defenceleſs, 
Andgrown too weak to ſereen the Breaſt ey dwell in? 
Are all my Words regarded, but as Sounds! 

And mult I yield, e er Nature's Strength be gone? 
Then let me fall a Sacrifice for Truth, 

Dauntleſs expire, and leave a guilty World. 

But know, Atbeniaus, ſating the Revenge 

Of ſome ill Men, and giving up my Liſe, 

You'll bring upon your ſelves a Load of Guilt, 

A long, and ſad Repentance dearly bought. 

Some will ſurvive my Funeral, and weep 

To ſee it, Lovers of my very Name, 

Who ſtrangely were — to think me Hſe, 

A Title proper to the Immortal Gods, 

And what I never challeng'd, but difown'd. | 
Theſe will Revenge my Cauſe, and big with Zeal 
Appear for me, when I appear no more. 

For can the Light of Reaſon ſhine ſo dim, 

As not to let them (ee, how ill you dealt 

With Socrates ? By all the Pow'rs above, 

They mult, and will declare, You dealt amiſs, 

For dooming Him to Death, a feeble Wretch, 
Whom Age, and growing Pains had ſoon removd : 
And as you've ſeen a twinkling Taper die, 
Juſt ſo had He expird ; and fall'n like Fruit 

In Autumn, that has mellow'd long; drop'd down 
Like a ripe Nut, and left the FZusk behind. 
Athenians, look upon me, and behold, | 
What near Approaches Death is making tow'rds me, 
And how, jult like a Vapour, Life it-ſelf 1199) 
Seems in a Struggle, ready to expire! 

It won't be worth your Labour to diſpatch 

One, who muſt ſhortly pay his Debt to Nature. 

But if you will this meagre Corps deſtroy, 

Do that, for you can do no more | 
n B 2 I know 


Their Swan. liłe Voice breaks forth in Divination. 


141 

I know, my Death is not the general Wiſh, 
'Tis only * by thoſe who proudly Wiſe 
Have by my free Reproofs become my Foes. 

Perhaps my Judges are incens'd the more, 
To ſee me ſo unmov'd in this Defence ; 
Becauſe with Tears I've not bewail'd my State, 
Nor brought my Children forth to move their Pity : 
Becauſe I've not ſubdu'd my Heart, and done, 
What Socrates {till thought unworthy Him. 
Mean Conde ſcenſions, piteous Looks, and Tears 
Are a fit Refuge for the guilty Man; 
But rather would I die a thouſand Deaths, 
Than ule ſuch baſe, ſuch ſervile Means to Live. 

Noble Athenians, know; that this is true, 
It is not hard to eſcape the ſolemn Sentence, 
And todefer a while the impending Blow : 
The Criminal has Methods to evade. 
But "is not eaſie to eſcape Diſgrace, 
And keep a Reputation ſpotleſs long. 
The Man too often does ſurvive his Fame, 
The Loſs of Which is worſe, than Loſs of Life: 
Scandal, and Guilt begetting conſcious Horrour, 
Render ev'n Life more terrible than Death. 


Hence I depart by You condemn'd to die, 
And leave You ſelf-condemn'd. Alas, Athentans ! 
Stings of. a wounded Conſcience pierce the Soul, 
But Death has loſt its Sting, that waits for Me. 
I'm fatisfy'd. Perhaps it ſhould be fo, 
And Heav'n decrees what You mult execute: 
My Fate 1s mild enough. The Pow'rs above 


Know what is beſt for Mortals here below. 


Yet lince my Sentence is already paſt, 

And tis not long, I have to tarry here, 

Let me foretel ſome Judgments threat'ning AMhens : 
For ſo it is obſerv'd of dying Men, 

That a Prophetick Spirit comes upon 'em, 


And 


CTY 

And, when the Soul is juſt upon the Wing, 
She ſees more clearly Things that are to come, 
And dark Futurity lies open to Her. 
She kens Events far diſtant; Plagues, and Ruins, 
And oft, when She departs, divulgeth All, 
Ev'n now the fatal Hour draws on. Ev'n now, 
I ſeem to ſtagger on Eternit, | 
As on the Brink of a wide, boundleſs Ocean, 
Or mighty Gulf, that ſwallows Time, and all Things! 

But I foreſee (nor will the Silver Moon / 
Thrice more revolve in Coarſe, e'et what I ſay, 
Shall come to paſs) if Poiſon be my Doom, 
And inſtant Death muſt ſnatch me from the World; 
Then dire Calamities will fall on Athens. 4 
How will it mourn too late the Loſs of Me, | 
And curſe the Day, the Hour, the fatal Moment, 
When it condemn'd me to Eternal Silence! 
What Fears will ſhock each guilty Breaſt! I fee, 
Methinks, vaſt Crowds of unexpected Friends 
Combane together to ſupport my Caule, 
(The Cauſe of Truth !)and breathe out dire Re 
I ſee the City ſhaken with Alarms, | 
And all my Adverſaries ſtand a ghalt! 
Ev'n“ Ariſtapbanen, that Comick Wit, 
Seems now to Tremble at the dreadful Scene, 
And as he thinks on me, curſe that Applauſe, 
Which crowded Theaters have laviſud on him. 
I ſee Death rage, and the deſtructive Sword 
Deep glut it-ſelf with Blood, to expiate Mine 
I ſee thoſe gen'rous Youths with Fury burn, 
Who once Scratick Doctrines did imbibe, 
And thence corrupt become (ſo Fame reports, 
That Publiſher of Lies!) I ſee them rave! 
Curſing my daſtard Foes they ſcour along 
And ſtrive with Blood to appeale my angry Gholt. 
What pale, affrighted Looks fill every Place! 


venge! 


—̃— 


* He wrote a Play call d the Clouds, to ridicule Soctates. 
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See Anytus! He quakes ! and Melitur 


Stands ſhudd'ring in the midſt of Plagues, and Death! 


Strive not, Athenians, to avert theſe Judgments, 
Or fly from Vengeance, that does Guilt purſue, 
And ſoon, or late will cruſh the impious Man. 

O Murder! Murder! thou' rt a flagrant Crime 
Of deepeſt Dye, that tingeſt all the Soul, 
And perſecur'lt a Man with horrid Out- cries i 
Down to his Grave; bring'ſt ten- fold Plagues upon him, 
And with continual Torment gall'ſt the Mind. 


The way to have, and to deſerve Eſteem, 
The way to Honour, to be ſafe and happy; 
The way to be careſs'd by all the World, 
Is, always to do well, and injure none. 

For what is Life? 'tis not to ſtalk about, 
And draw freſh Air, or gaze upon the Sun, 
To live, is to /ive well, a Life of Vertue. 

'  O deareſt Country-men ! I grieve to think 

Upon that Weight of Guilt, you will incur, 

And can't forbear to warn you of your Fate 

A ſecond Time, tho' ſtill, I fear, in vain. 

Whatever Hopes delude your ſtubborn Minds, 
You'll find this true, that in the Stores of Heav'n 
Some hidden Thunder lies, to blaſt thoſe Heads, 
That firſt contriv'd and brought about my Ruin. 

Soon after I am gone toendleſs Reſt, 

When you no longer grieve, that I am here, 

And dream of future Peace, and happy Days 

When ſeizd with a deep, fatal Lethargy, 

You doze out Time, and ſleep off tedious Hours; 
Then Tempeſts will ariſe, and threatning Clouds 
Ore-ſpread the Sky. The Storm will ſhake all Athens ; 
And haſtily bring on the dreadful Day, 


When Death, Deſtruction, Horrour ſhall at once 


Come, like a mighty Whirbwind on your Heads. 


But 


11 


But you, my Judges, who o'er-ſway'd by Conſcience, 
Dare ev'n abſolve me now, and dare be honeſt: 
I covet to converſe with you a-while, | 
And ſpend the ſmall Remainder of my Time, 
In ſuch Diſcourſe, as may Advantage yield, 
Nor vaniſh, like to Heeting, empty Sounds. 
The Hours creep on a- pace, and 'tis not long, 
Fer I mult go to my appointed Home, 
And ſtep at once into Eternity. 


Then I beſeech you, tarry with me now 
The little Interim, which I am allow'd. 
I'll tell you, what my anxious Mind ſuggeſts, 
What Thoughts occur in theſe laſt, dying Moments. 
And give me leave to ſay, moſt Revrend Fudzes, 
What great Surprize of late befel me, ſuch, 
As ſtartled me at firſt, and ſeem d at leaſt 
Dreadfully ominous; that Heav'nly Voice, 
That bleſſed Guardian, that immortal Dzmon, 
Which heretofore ſtill hover d in my Breaſt, 
And whiſper'd wholeſome Dictates to my Soul, 
Which oft reſtrain'd me by its ſecret Impulſe, 
Whenl the leaſt inclin'd to ſwerve from Vertue ; 
Is ſilent now, and checks me not, as tho 
It gave me intirely up to my own Conduct. 
Not when I firſt approach d the Bar of Juſtice, 
No, not in any Part of all my Speech, 
Nor during my whole Trial did the Voice 
Of the Divinity once [tir within me. 
Tho'in Times paſt, a ſoft and gentle Whiſper 
From that Good-natur'd Being oft has made 
Me break abruptly off; and pauſe a-while, 
To hearken to its Dictates which 1 love, 
And gladly, when it prompts the Soul, obey. 
(For tis this Crbalone that has the Pow'r 
To {way the ſtubborn, and impetuous Will, 
Which bears down Reaſon with its impious Force. 
But truſt me, Friends, there is a latent Cauſe, 


Why 


Me [8] 
Why at this Juncture, and ſo long a Time, 
My Genius has been ſilent. Sure I am, 
There is a Cauſe, and I preſume tis this. 
My Dæmon well approves the preſent State, 
Which J am in, and {miles to ſee me here 
Pleading in vain for Life, arraign'd, condemn'd, 
Nor many Hours from Death, that grizly Tyrant, 
Whom other Mortals dread, as worſt of Ills, 
Trembling to think upon it, ſhrinking back 
Ev'n at the Name to ſhew their Horrour of it! 

Whereas to me that formidable Spectre 
Opens a glorious View of future Bliſs. 

The King of Terrour bodes no real Harm, 

If fo, my bright Intelligence within, 

Had givn me timely warning to eſcape. 

But 1 am happy, that my Doom's ſo near. 

I muſt be fo, if either Part be true, 

Thar Death's the intire Privation of our Senſes, 
The total Lois of Pain, and End of Sorrows, 
Period of Thought, and Boundary of Being : 
Or a Tranſlation ot the impriſon'd Soul 

To happier Coaſts, and but a Change of Dwelling ; 
When ripen'd it ſhakes off the uneaſy Fetters, 
And mounts from Clay to ſeek a new Abode. 

Juſt like a well-fledg'd, vig'rous Bird, which long 
Confin'd to its dark Neſt, peeps out, and flutters, 
Then tries its Wing, and wantons in the Air, 
Scorns the dull Earth, and ſoars into the Skies. 


Tf all our Senſes are extinguiſh'd, then 
Death is a pleaſant Sleep, a lweet Repoſe, 
Not interrupted by affrighting Dreams, 
But ever calm, ſerene, and full of Peace. 
Good Gods! how great a Gain it is to die! 
Could the poor Peaſant, or the proudeſt Monarch, 
14 When he enjoys this pleaſing Night of Reſt, 

, Compare the Nights, and Days of his ſpent Life 
With this, and then endeavour to recount, 


How 


L 91 


How ma y he has paſs d this Side the Grave, 
In Peace more gentle, and more ſilent Eaſe, | 
Than this laſt Night affords. What think ye then? 

Would he de able to recount one Day, NT 
Or Night wherein he more enjoy d than rt? 
No. Granting his is Death, and this the State 
Of the deceas d, it is a Gain to Die 
But if we entertain a different Thought, 

And ſay, that Death is omy a Remove, 
That it tranflates us to ſome happier Climes, 
Where Souls departed dwell in endleſs Bliss; 
(As Nature prompts us to believe, and Reaſon 
Commands us not to doubt, ſince tis ſo plain, 
The Soul her ſelf diſdains a meaner Thought), | 
Then Socratta, a Criminal condemn'd 7 | 
On Earth, muſt go from this unſettl'd World, 
From theft 4eniar Judges, down below 
To a Tribunal greater far, than b:: 
There to appear before thoſe ſacred Judges, 
(Whom neither Bribes allure, nor Prejudice 
Diſtorts from acting with impartial Juſtice) 
Minos, and I hadamanthur, /Eacus, © 
Triptolemus, and others; Upright all!! 
Can this, my Friends, be an indifferent Change ? 
Is't hard to leave the Earth, to purchaſe Heav'n? 
What Tranſports fill my Mind and how I grieve, 
J have ſo long to live! O Bliſs! O [oy ß 
When with one Breath my Soul ſhall be arriv'd 
At the Eternal Seat of Happineſs ! WW 
Where with thoſe learned Men 1 ſhall converſe 
Who ſhone on Earth, and ſhine far brighter now; 
Orpheus, Muſaus, Heſiou, and Homer. 
Brave Ancients all, and all illuſtrious Bards ! 

Say, will not hig extatick Pleaſure be, 
And the pure Quinteffence of all Delight, 
To talk with Them, of whom Fame loudly boaſts, 
Whoſe ſacred Writings tell us, what they were? 
O Pleaſures not to be expreſs d by Tongue! 
: C 
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How often could I die to enjoy them once! 

For ſure the Place, the Converſation there 

Muſt be all Extaſie, and all Divine 
There, doubtleſs, I ſhall Crowds of Heroes ſee, 

Immortal Worthies, Patrons of their Country, . - 

The Ornaments of Greece, and all the World, 

Who fought, and conquer'd Earth, then purchas'd 

Haben ! ehe Heawn. 

In this bleſs'd Train will Palamedes be, 

Greatly Unfortunate, while here, below: 

Who underwent a Trial, e'er he dy d, 

By Men condenm'd, but by the Gods abſolv d. 

Wich Him, and others, that have far'd alike, 

And durſt be Martyrs for the Cauſe of Truth, 

J ſhall converſe, whilſt each compares his Tale, 

Looks back with Pleaſure on Misfortunes palt, | 

And thanks. the Gods, who threw the Load upon him. 

Far from the Confines of the Earth remov d, | 

(Th' Abode of Guilt, and Sorrow!) They no more 

Can feel Afflictions, when enrob'd in Bliſs. 

Among this Number of Immortal Beings, 

Laertes Son, Spouſe of Penelope, 8 

The Great, the Patient, Wiſe, and Vertuous Man 

Will move conſpicuous to my Sight, and then 

I'll mark the bright Perfections of the Hero, 

Tranſplant them one by one into my Soul, | 

Until 7 ſhine like Him with laſting Glory. 20 


Millions of Beings, all involv'd in Bliſs, 
Dwell there in Peace, Companions to be wiſh'd for. 
Such as for ever exerciſe true Friendſhip, 
Friendſhip imbitter'd with no ſowre allay 
Of Paſſion, Humour, Prejudice, or Hate : 
With Tranſport there They mingle Souls with Souls 
In Heavenly Embrace. O! let me tow'r, -br 
Dilrob'd of cumbrous Fleſh, on Eagle's Wings, 
To encreaſe the Number of Illumin'd Saints, 
Who live, to die no more ! —— 


My 
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oy Friends, and Judges, who condemn'd me not, 
And live unſtain'd with Guilt of righteous Blood, 
(Guilt! which corrodes the Soul with endleſs Horrours) 
Let not that 1 Death at all affright you, 
Endeavour to be Good, and dread no Ill: 
But reſt aſſur d of this eternal Truth, 
That not in any State of Life, or Death, 
Can real Harm befal the vertuous Man; 
For all the Gods his Guardian Angels ſtand. 

And ſure I am, that what befalls me now, 
Can't be the Event of undeſigning Chance, 
But an o'er-ruling Providence 1s in it;, 
That God, who orders all Things; order'd this - 
That I ſhou'dleave a froward, reſtleſs World, 
And live Immortal in a State of Bliſs. | rf 
"Tis ſo. My Guardian Spirit gives conſent, 
And urges me to haſten out of Life, 010 
Prepar'd to be my Guide to laſting Reſt. 1 3 
The Hours ſteal on a- pace, the Minutes fly, 
But not too ſwift: They bring the happy Hour, 
The Hour of Death! Believe me, Friends, and Judges! 
am quite tir'd, and Sich of this vain Mord, 
The Day. ligt, and the Sun grow painful to me. 

The Time gives leave to ſay but little more, 
Vet hear me once again, and I have don. 
Witneſs ye Gods l I ſpeak my inmoſt Thoughts 
Without à boaſting Air, which I abhor; 
My Soul is full of Charity unfeign uu 
For all the World. There lives not One I hate. 
Nor, tho' I ſtood accus'd,'and ſtand condemn'd 
By Foes malignant, am I fill'd with Ire 
Implacable, or do I wiſh them III. 
Theſe only point out future Happineſs, 
And hurry me away from Pain to Bliſs. 
I am well pleas'd, ( witneſs'ye Pow'rs above!) 
For Guilt, or Hatred, I know neither of them. 
If Anytus incens'd without a Cauſe, 
And Melitus inflam'd with furious Zeal, 2 
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Strike at my utter Ruin: Heav'n forgive chem! 
The Gods take Care, that Sacrates is ſal. 
Ye Judges, who condemn d me, I implors 
This only Favour of you, e er I digg 
That when my Sons are well advancid.in Years, 
Shou'd they moleſt your Eaſe by rigid Precepts, 
Tending to root out Vice, and mend your Morals; - 
Should they become like Me, a common Feſt, - 
And imitate their Father's, hateſul Vertues, 
Thus obſtinately Good, and bent on Wiſdom : 
Stop their aſpiring Thoughts, their fond Deſire 
To prove themſelves the Hau of Socrates, 
And let them fare like Me: 'T were juſt, that Fault 
Of the ſame Nature ſhould be recompens d 
With the ſame Puniſhment. Extirpate then 
The monſtrous, vertuous Race, that ſprung from Me: 
Let Poiſon do the Wark, and free the World: | 
But ſhould they ſwell with Pride, and Sel L Conceit, 
Imagine, they are Viſe, when they are not, | 
Deluded Wretches, 1gn'rant of Themſelves; - 
Struck with internal Blindneſs, hard to cure; 
Sternly rebuke, and laſh their groundleſs Pride: 
Hold out a Mirrour to reſtore their K yes 
With dim Suffuſion eil d, thro which they may 
Behold themſelves, and ſee, that they are Fools; 
Quite the Reverſe of Him, who by a God 
Was once pronounc'd the wiſeſt Man on Earth. | 
And why? Becauſe he knew his own Complexion, 
Diſcern'd the ſcanty Line of Human Reaſon, 
And own'd his very Wiſdom to be Folly. . . 
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Noble Athenians, pray correct my Boys 
And uſe Severity, 42 deſerve 25 * X 
To baniſh Self. Opinion from their Minds, 
And make a Beam of Light break in upon | 
Their dark, benighted Souls. Then, nor till then, 
Will Juſtice e re be done to Me, and Mine, 
And Socrates, tho Murder'd, be atton d. g 

| | ut 
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But now no more---For urgent Fate calls on 
To haſten out of Lafe, And O Athewavs ? * 
Whether my State is better far, than Yours, 
Who ſoon ſhall ceaſe. to Nb. about My 
This crazy Frame, pital oFEvil ; 
Whether a Grave is better, 1 bon a Palace, 

Or Death, than Life ; This ſacred Myſk cy's known, 
Not to the Sons of Men, but Godalone. 
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SOCRATES ſolus in Priſon. 


= HIS Priſon is my Palace, and theſe 


E Wl Fetters, 


© Sy 1 my decrepid Limbs, my 
2 ax) 2557 up in theſe Walls, and thus 
contin” 

Yet is my Proſpect much enlarg'd, and Bliſs 
Each Moment makes Approaches nearer to pe. 
Thele rattling Chains, dragg'd by a feeble Man, 
Tho' uſual Marks of Infamy, and Guilt, 
Promiſe me future Eaſe, and laſting Peace. 

Far be't, Ye Gods, from me, that when I caſt 
Theſe Eyes grown almoſt dim with Age, and on 


* 
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On this dark Vault, a Place of ſeeming Horrour, 
I then ſhou d entertain this falſe. Opinion, 
This fooliſh, groundleſs Thought, this uucgar Erraur, 
Unworthy any true Philoſopher r 
That where I now reſide, Diſgrace, and Sorrow, 


And Guilt for ever dwell. That in a Priſon 
None, but the guilty Wretch, ore · whelm d with Cares; 


7 
And ſtill upon the Wrack (dire Specta cle) 
Takes up his dark Abode, till Death afford 
A kind Reprie ve, and ſet the Captive free. | 147 
It is not, can't be ſo. For now my Genius, * 
The beſt Companion of my former Life, 
Whiſpers me thus. Fear not, O Socrates ! 
Nor be diſmay'd at-all that thou art here. 
A guilty Conſcience only makes a Priſon, 
And itamps a real Horrour on the Place: 
But when the Soul, ſecur'd in Innocence, 
Reflects upon the Juſtice of the Cauſe 
She firmly has maintain'd, She dreads no III: 
But eaſie in Her-ſelf, enjoys a Calm. 
Lulling the Body to a pleaſing Reſt, 
She acts without Controul, and the whole Man 
Smiles and re joyces in the midſt of Chains. 
Tis ſo! But now a Drowſineſs comes on me, 
And this old Carcaſs, this decay'd Machine 


Akt the Refreſhment of a Moment's Sleep. 


Enter Cr170. 


He is at Reſt. How ſweet his Slumbers are! 
Surely th' Immortal Pow'rs protect the Juſt, 
Watch round their Couch, and ſoften their Repoſe, 
To ſhew Mankind, that Coodneſs i their Care. 
But I much fear, | have diſturb'd his Slumbers, 
For Sleep flies from him, and he wakes again. 


Sec. Why at this Hour, my Crito, are you come? 


Has it yet dawn'd, or are the Birds awake ? | 
| | I wonder 


151 
1 wouder; Boe be Keeper G he Pffn 
Inclin d to let 500 im bone erer Fribbe 
Maſt make the” Way; And pieree theft Tron Walls. 
How long, my faitk ful Friend! hive 25 been here? 
I think, that T have flept a moderate Time,, 
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And eas d my Spirits; that are Well dIgh ſpent. 


„ 


Ive Toft ſome Hours, Which fheou'd have been employ d 


In ſerious Meditation; pious Riptures, 
And Thoughts that ele vate the Soul to Heay'n, 
Fit for a dying; xhe' à guiltleſt Man. 

Why, Criio, did you let me fo indulge 
Unprofitable Sleep? it won't de long, 

E're theſe infirm Remains muſt ſleep for ever, 
And lie unactive in their native A | 
It had been kind, if you had wak'd me ſooner. 


Crito. Long, Socrates, have I ſat wondritig here 
To ſee you ſleepfo found. But for the World, 
And all the deareſt Pleaſures, that are in it, 
I never would have ſhorten'd your Repoſe ; 
Or broke that little Interval of Faſe, 
Oh ! how I gaze, and ſtand aftoniſh'd ſtill, 
To think, how One ſurrounded thus with Horrour, 
Should yetenjoy ſuch ſweet, and heav'nly Reſt. 
Ev'n ſuch, as Infants in their Mother's Arms 
Are bleſs'd with. So you ſmil'd in all your Slumbers, 
Forgot the Prifon, Miſery, and Chains, 
Appearing happier, than the greateſt Monarch. 
Thro' all your former Life, 1 {till obſerv'd 
A Temper nicely uniform, and eaſy, 
Not rufH'd with the Storms of human Paſſions, 
But ſtil] ſedate, and like the calmeſt Harbour, 
Where Winds ne'er blow, nor Tempeſts vent their 
Rage. 
Then I pronounc'd, that Socrates was bleſs'd , 
Above all other Mortals, truly Bleſs'd, 
And truly Wiſe. But now I'm doubly ſtruck 
With Admiration, that amidſt ſuch Troubles, 


And 
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And bearing up a Load of ſuch Misfortunes; 
Ev'n in the Face of Death, and Brink of Ruin, 
You cou'd aſſume a Look, fo unconcern'd, 
And God-like, tow'ring above Thought, or Pain; 
Poſlctling a true Calm throughout the Soul, 
And falling unawares into a Slumber, 
Slumber more eaſy, ſoft, and undiſturb'd, 
Than Monarchs e er enjoy'd on Beds of Down. 
Good Gods! how truly bleſs'd is Socrates ! 


But now I'm forc'd to tell a fatal Truth, 
(For why ſhou'd I conceal it any longer?) 
I muſt reveal the News, which, tho' to You 
No Terrour, ſhocks my very Soul to think of: 
That Ship, which carried Theſens into Crete, 
And ſteer'd home ſafe o'er Rocks, and choaking Sands, 
You know is Conſecrated to a God, 
To great Apollo, who preſides o'er Delos: 
Not long a-go well fraught with ample Gifts, 
Due to the Deity, It did Embark 
From Athens, bound for that fam'd, ſacred Iſle. 
When this returns, the trembling Criminals 
Provide for ſpeedy Death, and double Horrour 
Seizes their Souls: ev'n thoſe loud ſhouts of Joy; 
That welcome home the Veſſel to it's Port, 
Are deadly Sounds, and melancholly Accents, 
Warning 1mpriſon'd Wretches to prepare 
For the Reception of the Ning of Terrours. 


Oh! had the Ship been long detain'd by Winds 
Blowing adverſe, it muſt have ſpun thy Life 
Into a longer Thread. Oh, had it ſtay'd ! 

Had it been ſhipwrack'd, or for ever loſt ! 

Our Miſery had not commenc d ſo ſoon, 

For Socrates had been Repriev'd. Hard Fate! 

Why Neptune, Sovereign God of all the Seas, 

Didſt thou not mount thy Chariot, and appear 

Above the Wayes n to retard Th 
q 


[ 38 ] 
The Ship in it's Return ? as heretofore 
Ulyſſes in a ſhatter'd Veſſel rode, 
And ten Years rov'd the Seas, encountring Waves, 
And Rocks, and Sands, and Monſters of the Ocean, 
By Thee repuls'd from his dear, native Shore. 
Thou too All-pow'rful God, who haſt the ſway 
O'erall the Winds, and by one potent Word 
Can'ſt ſtill their Noiſe, or work their Fury up 
Into a Tempeſt; why wer't Thou ſo Cruel, 
To ſhut up all thy counter. raging Blaſts, 
And then command a favourable Gale 
To blow {rom ſuch a Point, ſince Fate decreed, 
That when the Veſſel touch'd it's native Harbour, 
The belt of Men ſhou'd Die, whoſe ſpotleſs Soul, 
Is ſcarce inferiour to the Gods in Vertu. . 
For ah to Morrow! Death is in that Word 
Tis then, the Sf. which now is riding home-wards 
With ſwelling Sails, will reſt her broken Sides, 
And lie ſecure in her beloved Port, 
Free from the Rage of Winds, and thund'ring Storms. 
Too well am J aſſur'd, that, what I ſay, 
Is true, unfortunately true]! A Man 
But late arriv'd from Sunium told me ſo. 
He ſaid with Tears, which from his Eyes None 
own, 
Surprizing News! The Veſſel will be here, 
E'er this Day's Sun can ſet : orelſe to Morrow 
Will be the utmoſt Limits of the Time, 
She can be out at Sea. By Heav'ns, 'tis true! 
And this will haſten on the Grand Eclipſe 
Of Vertue, and of Wiſdom: Socrates 
(Crito, inform him, e' er two tedious Nights 
Shall Twice envelope Heay'n' with gloomy Shades 
And rob us of the Sun) tormenting Thought! 
Mult cloſe his Eyes in a long Scene of Darkneſs. 
Then mult the envenom'd Dole deprive the World 
Ot all thar's truly Valuable in it, | 
The brighteſt Pattern of all Moral Vertues, | Nan 
| ue 


18 


8. 


(WJ 
Such as adorn a Man with real Luſtre, 
And lift him neareſt to the Gods, mult Die, 
But never be forgot Avert it Heav'ns! 
Can ſo much Goodneſs be rewarded thus? 
Can Socrates be deem'd a Criminal? 

Soc. Crito, So be't—— Welcome thou ſacred Bark! 
Fly ſwifter than the Wind! when Thou art here, 

I ſhall be gone. But yet I can't believe, 

It will arrive to Day: for then the Morrow 

Muſt put an End to me. So Fame reports, 

And I can't doubt the Truth. Tis in their Pow'r, 
Who firſt Condemn'd me, and 'tis in their Will 
To Execute me with convenient Speed. 

But this I know, and fully reſt aſſur d, 

That I ſhall live to ſee two Mornings dawn, 

And gild the Hemiſphere. This laſt, long Night, 
(For Hours creep {lowly on in gloomy Priſons, 

And there's no other Pleaſure in Confinement, 
Than what a quiet Conſcience gives; a Proſpect 
Of Happineſs remote, beyond the Grave) 

I ſay, this laſt long Night, a pleaſing Dream, 

Or Viſion broke my Slumbers; when a Phantom, 
Or airy Image ſwam before my Eyes. 

Methought, I faw a Woman clad in White, 

As Beautiful, as Heav'n 1t-ſelf could make her, 
With a Complexion fair, and all Divine, 

That ſparkl'd more, and ſhone with double Luſtre, 
When her ſhort Silence broke out into Words. 

Hail Seerates ! She ſaid, Thou e'er three Days 
Revolve in Courſe, and ſliding gently on 
Add to the mighty Number gone before, 

Shalt be in ſight of Ph7hya's fertile Plains. 

Crito. O may this Dream be true! and e er the Sun, 
Or Earth thrice finiſh their diurnal Stage, 5 
May Phtbya's fruitful Plains exult, and triumph, 

To fee the Goalibe Socrates appear! 

So the fond People of the Eaſt are glad 

To view the Rays of the approaching Sun: 3 
* D 2 They: 
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They draw new Life, and Vigour from it's Beans, 
Own it a God, fall down, and then Adore. 

Thus, thus may Phthya do, when Socrates 
Diffuſes Rays of heav'nly Wiſdom there, 

And bleſſes the whole Country with his Preſence ! 
But then conſider this, my deareſt Friend, 

That Heav'n 1s not concern'd to reſcue Men 
Againſt their Wall; ſuch as refuſe to act, 

Or ſtudy Meaſures for their own Eſcape. 

The Gods may help, but won't do all the Work 
Of a Deliv*rance, ſtill is Man's Concurrence, 

And belt Endeavours needful to Succeſs. 

'Tis vain to hope that Bolts, and Iron Doors 
Will open of their own Accord; that Walls 
By Inſtinct mov'd, or by Divine Command, 
Should tumble down, and form a lucky Gap: 
Or that ſtrong Fetters riveted by Art, 

Should voluntary fall from tortur'd Feet, 

Act for your-ſclf, and Heav'n will act for you. 
If not, permit your Friends to uſe their Pow'r 
In your Behalf, or rather in their own; 

To ſave an only Friend, and Benefactor, 

The brighteſt Jewel Greece could ever boalt of ! 

For ſhould We act remiſs, look tamely on, 
When you are in Deſpair, and out of Hopes 
Of a Reprieve, or being longer with us; 

Gods | might we not be juſtly branded all 
With the vile Name of baſe /ngrazizuae, 

As well as Avarice ? Two Crimes alike 

In Nature, and Degree, and ſuch as Hell 
Grows blacker from! O dear undaunted Soul! 
Let it be never ſaid, that Socrates, 

Ador'd by All, that knew him, as a God, - 
The Object of true Love, careſs'd, admir'd 
By ſuch a multitude of hearty Friends, 

At laſt ſhould periſh for the want of Friends. 
Shall we, to ſave that /izzle Al we're worth, 
Suffer the Loſs of ſuch a glorious Guide? 
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No. Life it. ſelf ſhou'd ceaſe to be ſo precious, 
Or be our Own, when Scrates demands it. | 
But think, how ſmall; and trifling the Expence 
Wou'd be to Ranſom you; how eaſy tis 
For you to live, tho' you reſolve to Die. 

The ſcanty Circumſtances you are in, 

(Such as too oft befal the Beſt of Men) 

Will yet afford enough to ſet you free. 

Or grant, your Purſe ſhou'd fail; behold! your Friends 
Are ready to aſſiſt with all their Wealth; 

Ev'n Simmias, Cebes, and a Hundred more, 

Wou'd ranſack all their Treaſures, and become 
Chearfully indigent, to clear the Man, 

Whom Innocence, and Vertue cannot ſave. 


But give me leave to add one common Truth, 
Well known to Socrates, and all the World, 
That Life is giv'n to Mortals to preſerve it 
This Nature chiefly dictates; and our Being 
Were ill beſtow'd, ſhou'd we thus tamely loſe it. 
Sure it mult ſtill be thought the worlt of Madneſs, 
To throw our ſelves into the Jaws of Death, 

And weary of the Day. ligbt, and the Sun, 

To abandon Life, and ruſh upon Deſtruction. 

To launch into a wide Eternity 

Of auntry'd Being, and to choole to go, 
We know not Where, and be we know not Whay 
When we have eaſy methods to avoid it, 

And the Gods ſeem to favour the Attempt. 

Believe me, Sycrates, he is no Martyr 
Who obſtinately Brave, and bent on Sulf rings, 
Reſolves to Die, when Reaſon bids him Live. 

Each Man ſhou'd keep his Station upon Earth, 
And take ſome Pains to draw out tedious Life 
To it's full Length; but never to retreat, 

Till Heav'n enjoyn it, and all Remedies 
Prove fruitleſs. When e'er Death is neceſſary, 
Then it is truly Glorious, nor till chen Th 
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The Hero, or Philoſopher may Die. 
But grant 'twere lawful rudely to expire, 
When Life is not a Pleaſure ; Think again; 
What? have I nought at- all dependent on me 
For all it's Happineſs, for Life, and Being? 
This melancholy Thought, this ſad Reflection 
Will ſure prevail with Socrazes to Live: 
You are a Father, mind that near Relation, 
And, let it ſoften the Philoſopher. 
Altho' Self Love has got too weak a Biaſs 
To draw you to the Love of Life ; Conſider, 
With the true Bowels of a tender Parent, 
A poor, diſtreſs'd, ſurviving Family, 
A Wife, Three Children : One but juſt arriv'd 
Beyond an Infant; little, helpleſs Creature! 
Who often ſhows a fondneſs to it's Father, 
By twining round his Venerable Arms, 
And planting Kiſſes on his ſnowy Beard, 
Kiſſes as ſweet, as chaſte, and innocent! 

Can Socrates act an obdurate Part? 
Can he at once throw off Humanity 
So far, as not to melt with fond Compaſſion, 
When he but weighs the future, wretched State 
Of one fad Houſe, where nothing will be heard, 
But lamentable Cries, and Shrieks of Orphans! 
May Heav'n (alas 1) and Socrates prevent it! 
O Belt of Friends! tho' Life be painful to you, 
Live for your Children, for your Friends, and Country.. 
Or ruminate again, and ponder well 
The Truth of ſuch a Conſequence, as this ; 
That if you {till are deaf to my Entreaties, 
Unmov'd, and harden'd, as a craggy Rock, 
Which hearkens not to ſinking Mariners, | 
1 * with loud Groans, and Pray'rs they rend the 

Sky. 
If va. are reſolutely fix d on Death, 
Averſe to ev'ry Thought that tends to Life, 


This will tranſport your Foes with ſecret Joy, | 
And 
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And grieve your faithful Friends to hear it ſaid, 
That Socrates the brave, the only wiſe, 
Acted a Coward, when he {trove to Die, 
And was afraid to Live: when want of Courage 
Threw him upon Deſpair, and gave him up 
A Sacrifice to his unmanly Temper, 


Truſt me, that Man alone deſerves the Name 
Of Wiſe, and Valiant, who contrives a Way "7 
To break thro' Priſon-Gates, and watchful Guards, 
And bravely clears his Courſe, or greatly falls. 
Who hopes for longer Life to ſerve the Cauſe, 

He is imbark'd in, and impatient ſees 

It trodden down. ; but ſcorns to lie at Reſt 

In a vile Dungeon, tall the fatal Hour 
Approach, or looking on the Cauſe, he ſery'd in, 
As loſt, and ruin'd; willingly give up _ 

His Hopes, and Expectations to Deſpair. 


Theſe are important Reaſons, weigh them all, 
Delwberate firſt, and then you may reſolve 
With Safety, what is proper to be done. 
Whether theſe well- meant Arguments I offer, 
Carry not ſomething more than Colour in them. 
Let not a Laſſitude of Spirits ſeize you; 
Rouze up, exert, work ev'ry active Pow'r 
Of your bright Soul, and at this dreadful Juncture 
3 Quick call up all that is Dzvme within you, 
3 To make a prudent Choice of Life, or Death. 
The Time is ſcanty that remains for Thought, 
The buſy Hours keep on their full Career, 
And run, like an impetuous Torrent, on. 
To Night, or never*fix. Reſolve on ſomething, 
J Reſolve to Live, and bleſs us with your Preſense. 
Soc. Thanks to thee, Crzz0, for thy well. meant Counſe), 
Thy tender Care for me, and great Concern, 
Claim more from Socrazes than he can give, 
Or can expreſs. Thou art the trueſt Friend, 
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That Man can wiſh for. Cou'd I ſee thy Heart, 

I ſhou'd behold it bleed in my Behalf. | 

All thy Advice flows from unfeigned Loye, 

Void of all ſelfiſh Ends. I ever found 

That Socrates was held moſt dear by thee, 

Nay, if that's poſſible, more dear than Cr270. 

But now attend, and weigh my Anſwer well: 

Things repreſent themſelves in different Lights, 

And Good, and Evil oft appear confus'd, 

Faxcing Opinions on ſome eaſy Judgments 

Directly falſe; and ſuch as ſolid Reaſon 

For ever muſt reject. Hence wrong Advice, 

Tho! well-meant, comes; hence Errour, and Miſtake 

Proceed, and paſs upon the World for Truth. 

Hence Life is ſo eſteem'd, and Death appears 

So gritn 5 hence Vertue ſtoops to ſhort-liv'd Honour, 

And Conſcience truckles. Horrible to think of ! 
Crito, thy Counſel is not bottom'd well, 

And all Advice 1s dangerous to be follow'd, 

Which is not built on Reaſon. The Deſire, 


And longing, thou haſt ſhown, to have me reſcu'd 


From Fetters, and impending Death, require 

The Height of Gratitude ; and Socrates 

Wou'd joyfully accept the kind Propoſal 

Nor ever practiſe Obſtinate Delays, 

Such as proceed from Pride, and ſpring from Folly : 
Could he by Help of his Philoſophy, 


And the hard Labour of ſo many Years 


Gone over this grey Head of Fs, contrive 

To reconcile that Scheme of Thine to Juſtice. 

If Socrates cou'd Live, and not Survive 

His Vertue, and his Honour; bent on Life 

As much, as now on Death, he wou'd embrace 

All Meaſures to avoid the final Stroke. 

He woud ev'n rack his Thoughts, exhauſt his Store, 
And importune his Friends with Pray'rs, aud Tears, 
To reſcue him from an untimely Fate. 

But how ſhall this be done? Attend me, Crito ! 


And 
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And ponder well the Arguments, I bring; 
Evaſions are not Juſt, for they betray | 
Both Guilt, and Cowardice, A baſe Retreat 
Is always branded with the Marks of Shame. 
But what if all the World approv'd my Conduct, 
In making an Eſcape ? that were but little, 
And inſufficient to induce me to 1t. | 
Is there no Conſcience then? No Light within, 
Which makes it clearer, than the Noon-day Sun, 
That all unwarrantable Practices, 
Such as won't bear the Touch-ſtone of right Reaſon; 
For ever ought to be rejected? Yes. 
Ke By all, that's ſacred, I wou'd loſe my Life, 
And forfeit ev'ry Thing, that's dear, toſave 
My Conſcience. What immenſe, eternal Value / 
ar, Is ſtamp'd upon it! True Celeſtial Comforts 
Above the Reach of Tongue, or ableſt Pen, 
And only to be felt, reſult from thence, 
That ſacred Darling riſes up to more, 
Than an Equivalent for all the Globe : | 
And when once loſt, Deſpair, and utter Ruin 
Of Courſe enſue, and Hell is in the Breaſt 
Of ev'ry guilty Man. He taſts a-fore | 
The State of wretched Souls, and feels the Flames 
Of his own Conſcience flaſhing in his Face. 
As for Opinion, or the publick Cenſure, 
Which any of our Actions draw upon us, 
A Man of Wiſdom, ſcorns it, dares go on 
To do what's Juſt, ſpite of an impious World; 
Regarding only Equity, and Truth, 
Letting no Biaſs carry him aſide | 
From the true Road of Vertue, tho' embarraſ;'d 
With Difficulties hard to be ſubdu'd. 
Thus am I driv'n by Principles of Juſtice 
'7 With Patience to expect the ſad Event: 
2 My Conſcience, and my Country bid me Die, 
Was I not born; and bred up all my Life 
7 Under Protection of W Laws? 440 
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And am I not oblig'd by Oath implicit, 

Tho' not expreſs, and formal, to Obey 
Without Reſerve the Government in . 7 
How long have I ſat eaſy, and well pleas' 

With theſe my native Laws? and ſhall I now 
In my old Age rebel, ſubvert Decrees, 

Which always I approv'd? No, Crito, No 

If I'm a Subject to the Common-wealth 

Of Athens, which is plain to all the World, 
How then will Socrates the Friend of Juſtice, 
Who recommends a ſteady Practice of it, 
Himſelf deſerve the Character of Jul ? 

By Heav'ns! I cannot violate my Faith, 

Or break the ſacred Tye. The Rights of Cities 
Are not ſuch Trifles to be dally'd with. 

An Oath contracted with a private Man 
Requires a ſtrift Obſervance ; but our Country 
Claims it much more. We ſhou'd ev'n Die to fave 
It's Laws, and Liberties, not Live to break them. 
For Holier far, than are the other Duties, 
Which Parents, or the neareſt Friends demand, 
It challenges Obedience next to Heay'n, 


Add to all this one deep Reflection more, 
That if I render Wrong tor Wrong (an A& 
Conſiſtent with no Good, aud Vertuous Man) 
If I do Violence to ſacred Laws, 
And cancel all Obedience due, provok'd 
At the dire Sentence paſs'd, and mad to find 
My-felf judg'd worthy of no milder Doom; 
Contriving how to break thro' theſe Reſtraints 
Of Iron, and ſtrong-· built Walls; the ſure Effect 
Of ſuch an Enterprize, how eer Succeſsful, 
Muſt needs be ſad. Eternal Baniſhment | 
My certain Recompence ! ſome diltant Climate, 
Almoſt unknown may haply be my Lot, 
And this the only Hopes, and utmoſt Proſpect 
Of Socrates to live and die an Exile, 
But 


But Oh my Friends! that Name, that diſmal Thought, 
Undoes me quite, and ſtrikes me to the Soul. 
What dire Calamities mult fall on Cyito, 
Simmias, and Cebes, and Apolloaorus, 
Critobulus, and Pheado! Many more 
Dearer to me than Life, muſt be in Danger 
From my Eſcape; and fo become obnoxious 
To deep Suſpicions of a Plot begun, 
And carry'd on by You to reſcue Me. 
Plots are Things dang'rous to engage in; All 
Muſt needs be well convinc'd of this ſad Truth : 
If quick Succeſs attend not private Counſels, 
Death in grim Forms muſt prove the dreadful Iſſue. 
But, Crits, I'll ſuppoſe theſe heavy Chains 
Knock'd off, huge Bars of maſſy Iron broke, 
And all the ſtrong Holds of a gloomy Priſon 
Subdu'd; ev'n Socrates intirely free, 
Like an impriſon'd Bird from Cage let looſe 
To try it's Wing, and rove the ſpaciqus Skies. 

So may I wander, when by Stratagem 
Eſcap'd, and vifit the remoreſt Climes ; 
But never more ſhall breathe my native Arr, 
Abſent from Children, Friends, and all, that's dear, 
Like a fad Turtle of it's Mate depriv'd, 
Old Socrates in Grief muſt mourn away 
The Relicks of his Life, and know no Joy. 


But ſhall it &er be ſaid, that Socrates, 
Afraid to ſtand his Trial, in a Ship, 
Like ſome diſmay'd, and conſcious Criminal, 
Fled for his Refuge to a foreign Coaſt ? 
By all, that's ſacred, No But tell me, C7270, 
How ſhall I ſerve a pining Family 
At a wide Diſtance ? ſuch as boundleſs Seas, 
And immenſe Tracts of Land create, a Diſtance, 
Which ſeems more ſad to Me, than Death it-felf ; 
For to be Baniſh'd from One's native Country, 
Diſtracts the Mind with never-ceafing Torment, 
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One Day, one vertuous Hour enjoy d a? Home, 
(Tho' Some, degen'rate Souls! think otherwiſc) 

Is worth a whole Eternity in Exile. 

And ſince tis fo, I'll chooſe to Die with Honour, 
Rather, than Live a haſe, inglorious Life. 

Doubtleſs ſome Friends will {till remain, whoſe Love, 
And true Affection for a Murder d Father, 

Will preſs them to a charitable Care 

Of Three poor Orphans. You, my Faithful Crito! 
Cannot but melt with the ſincereſt Pity, 

When drown'd in Tears,andpinch'd withcruel Hunger, 
(The ſad Attendants upon Want!) They ask 

In piteous Accents for a ſmall Relief. 

I thank the Gods! my Children are ſecure, 

At leaſt from Starving, whilſt the Memory 

Ot Socrates is freſh among his Friends, 

Triumphant, as his Soul, above the Grave, 

And the malignant Pow'r of dark Oblivion. 


Oh! Curſe on Treachery, that ſordid Refuge 
Shall I buy Life at the Expence of Vertue ? 
I cannot do 1t. Conſcience, Int'reſt, Honour, 
And Heav'n it-ſelf 2 me to reſign 
The poor Remainder of my Breath; and then 
This conſcious, active Principle within 
Cloath'd, and adorn'd with native Purity, 
Will ſoar above the groſſer Parts of Matter, 
And be a fit Companion for the Gods. 


Theſe are the Thoughts, my bleſſed Genius ſtill 
Suggeſts; I hear its ſeft, and gentle Whiſpers, 
With ſuch Commotions, as ſonorous Pipes 
(Lone thoſe, the Corybantes uſe at Fealts, 

nſpir'd with the mad Fury of their God) 
Excite in Others; deafer, than a Rock, 
To all Perſwaſions of a diff rent Kind, 
I am unalterably fix d on Death. | 
Say, Crito, haſt thou Buiſneſs to impart, 
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Wherein this Reſolution's not concern d! 
Speak, deareſt Friend, if any Doubt diſquiets 
Thy lab'ring Breaſt, with uſual Freedom ſpeak. 
Crit. Nothing, ah! Nothing, Socrazes, but this, 
Can Crito think of, or if think of, utter, 
e, «O for Heav'n's Sake be reconcil'd to Life! 
Soc. I cannot, *Tis in vain to Argue on, 
Heav'n points my Journey out, I mult be gone, 
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Socrates Diſcourſing on the Immortality of the Soul 
with Crito, and Simmias. 


Simmias. 

Am Convinc'd; nor does my dy- 
bious Mind 

Waver twixt oppoſite Opinions 
noro. 

The Soul be fore ſhe's mingl'd with 
the Body, 

Exiſts a-part, a Subſtance bright, 
and pure, 

Intelligent, till doom'd to pond'rous Fleſh 

She cloaths Her-ſelf therewith, It muſt be ſo. 


O Socra- 


] 
] 
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O Socrates ! Thou ſurely Reas'neſt well; 
Elſe whence ſuch early Knowlege found in Men, 
Which ſeems not in it's Dawn, but full Perfection, 
| Runs the whole Circle of unbounded Science, 
And thro the gloomy. Vail of Fleſh can pry 
Into the Eſſence, and the Form of Things 
Abſtruſe, and difficult; nor ſeems to /earr, 
But to remember, what it knew before. 
For did the Soul commence with our frail Bodies, 
She wou'd appear a Stranger to the Ard, 
And be confounded with a thouſand Objects, 
Which now She throughly 1s acquainted with, 
Contemplating myſterious Things with Eaſe, 
ö And knowing, at a Glympſe, the Nature of em. 
f This Fulneſs of her Stature plainly ſhews, 
She had Exiſtence, e er the Body was, 
And, as a Gueſt, takes up her Lodging there. 
'Tis this, that makes her Silent for a Time, 
When She firſt enters on the Stage of Life, 
*T1ll grown familiar. with her Earthly Frame, 
She glimmers forth thro' ev'ry curious Organ, 
And gladly, tho' confin'd, exerts hex Pow'rs. 
| I am convinc'd : (And, Crito, art not Thou?) 
For certainly our Souls muſt have a Being 
Be fore our Birth, if not beyond the Grave. 
Soc. O Simmias ! can'ſt thou doubt, that if the Soul 
Exiſted long, before She knew the Body, 
And after cou'd ſuſtain this Weight of Fleſn 
With Vigour; She ſhould not, when diſengag'd 
From the frail Cumbrance of this Earthly Maſs, 
Live joyful in her own immortal Strength. 
Believe me, Friends, a Soul let looſe from Priſon, 
Secur'd in her Exiſtence bravely triumphs 
O'er Death, and all the Terrours of the Grave, 
Greatly Victorious! None, but Ideots, think, 
That, when She leaves the Body, She's forthwith 
Diſſolv'd in Air, and hurry'd out of Being. 


Crit. 
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Trit. Invincible thy Reas'ning, Socrates ? 
It muſt command Aſſent. But who, (alas !) 
W hen thou art gone, will with ſuch Pow'r unfold 
To us theſe great, and wond'rous Myſteries ? 

Soc. What? Crito, will not Greece afford a Man 
To teach you Truth? O ſearch! and you may find 
Tutors Superiour far to Socrates : 

Men of di{tinguiſh'd Fame! Be theſe your Guides. 

Sim. We thank thee, Socrates ! but give us Leave; 
F'er thou art ſever'd from thy mourning Friends, 

To be inform'd of ſome important Truths. 
The Time 1s ſhort, we have to learn from Thee, 
And ev'ry Envy'd Moment flies apace; 
As precious, as a Week, a Month, a Year. 
Now tell me, do'ſt thou, Socrates, allow, 
That we ſhou'd put ſuch Queſtions to Each other, 
As M bo it is, or M hat it is, that mult; 
And only can admit of Dyolution : 8 | 
And //þo They are, that ought to dread the Change? 
Forgetting not to Reaſon deep, and find, | 
Whether there be a Soul, or not in Man; 
And if there be a Soul, to draw from thence, 
Glad Hopes, or gloomy Fears of an Hereafter. 
Soc. Well thought! Well ſpoke ! Theſe are important. 
Queſtions. : 
Refle& on Things, and weigh their Conſtitution : 
Mult not Whatever is a compound Being, 
Becauſe it is compounded, be diflolv'd ? 
Is it not juſt; when Nature has ordain'd it? 
Or ſhall her ſtanding Laws be broke? and what 
She joyn'd but for a Time, be joyn'd for ever? 
No. Sous, and Boay, like two loving Friends, 
Long held together by the ſacred Bands 
Of mutual Love, mult once be torn aſunder, 
And the myſterious Union have an End. 
As for what's Simple, Reaſon cries aloud, 
That 'tis indiſſoluble, ever fix'd, 
Eternally the ſame——— | 


* 
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Sim. All true ! The Soul is ſimple, cannot die. 
But I admire, how ſhe employs her. ſelf, 
Toyn'd with a Load of Fleſh, pond'rous, unaQtive : 
Is ſhe not plung'd, and foil'd, and loſt in Errour, 
When ſhe relies upon external Organs, 
And looking thro 4 Vail, ſees Things confus'd, 
Depending on the Structure of an Eye, 
Or the uncertain Drumming of an Ear, 
On Nerves, and Fibres, on à weak Machine, 
Obnox1ous to Diſorders ev ry Moment; 
Surrounded with ten thouſand IIls, for all, 
Or moſt of her Intelligence? Alas! 
Does ſhe not loſe, and oft miſtake the Truth, 
Bewilder'd in a tedious, fruitleſs Search? | 

Soc. True. With a Clog ſhe acts, when in the Body, 
And, juſt as if intoxicated, reels, — 
When e'er ſhe labours to exert her Pow'rs 
On outward Objects, wretchedly confin'd! 
But when the Soul, colleRed'in'Her-ſelf, 
Begins to think; ſhe takes her eager Flight 
To Somerbiug pure, immortal, and divine, 
What muſt exiſt, and cannot fear an End, 
Immutable: where ſhe employs'ber-felf 


In Speculations pure, and Thoughts ſublime. 


Wrapt up in Wiſdom's Charms, ſhe dives into 

The Eſſences of Things, and ſoars on high 

To the prime cuuſe of All, the Source of Being, 

And Wiſdom's Pountain! Here the Soul imbibes 

Pure, inexhauſted Streams with Holy Thitſt. 

Eternal Truth ſhe loves, and what exiſts | 

The ſame, unchang'd, immortal, uncompounded: 

For ſhe Her-felf is /o: the Spring of Life! 

How then can ſhe endure the ſad Reverſe, 

Or die, whoſe very Eſſence is to live? 

*Tis ſo! The Soul ſecur'd in Being ſmiles 

At th' envenom'd Cup, defies it's Pow'r. 

The Lamps of Heav'n ſhall all go out; % Sun 

Frou dim with Ape, and Nature /ink in Tears, 4 
F ut 
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But She, adorn'd with never - fading Youth, -- 
Shall ſtand the Brunt of War, n | 
When Elements diſſolve, and ancient Chaos: 
Returns, amidſt the Cruſh of falling Worlds, 
She ſhall ſuſtain the Load, and {till look gay: 
„What never Dies, for ever mult be Bo 


When Death with chill palm has ſeird our Bodies 
They ſtrait obſequious to the fatal Touch, 
Lifeleſs remain, and muſt conſume away, 

By Nature doom'd to crumble into Duſt, 

And be re ſolv'd to their firſt Principles. 

Thus ſares the Mortal Part, thus fares Corruption! 
The Immaterial Part is ſtill the ſame, 

And ſlides away unhurt, untouch'd by Death, 
Invulnerable. Thus the Soul divorc'd, ö 

Or pure, or ſully'd with contagious Vice, | 

Begins her Journey to the Shades below. 

Crit. 1 like thy Reas ning we, for Truth mines forth 
Thro' the whole Series of thy Argument. 

Soc. If then we own the Soul to be Immortal, 
Our Labours all ſhou'd tend to make it happy, 
Not for a Moment, but Zzernity : 

Eternity a wide, and boundleſs Space, 
Wherein {he muſt employ Her. ſelf for ever, 
In one valt Scene of Pleaſure, or of Pain 

How great the Hazard, and how terrible, 
If we neglect the better Part ! What Cain 
Were it to win the World, and loſe a Soul? 
True, if She with the Body ſhar'd her Ruin, 
And, tho a Subſtance, ſpiritous, and pure, 
Could yet be ſubject to the Laws of Matter, 

A Vaſlal of Corruption, Food for Worms, 

A Soul of Matter ! Cou'd all this be true, 

*T were well for impious Men. But tis not ſo. 
She is a Soul, becauſe She cannot Die. 


Know too, my Friends, this vaſt, important Truth; 
: Not 
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Not One polluted Soul can hope for Bliſs, 7 
Unleſs from Matter free, and purg'd from Droſs, 
She from the Fire, like Gold, come forth refin'd. 
When tothe Shades She takes her deſtin'd Way, 
Naked, and bare, and ſtript of all Diſguiſe; | 
Her old, contracted Habits, and Defires, 
Affections good or bad, are all made known, 
And the whole Soul does then unmask d appear, 
To merit Joy, or Grief: Eternal both! 
Some have aſſerted, and I think it true, 
That the ſame Genius, which thro' all our Life 
Attends upon Us here, conducts the Soul 
By gloomy Paths to the Infernal Coaſt. 
The Ways are many, dark, and intricate, 
Puzzl'd in Mages, and perplex'd with Errours - 
This makes Us need a well-diſcerning Guide. 
When once arriv'd, She mult be judg'd, and then 
Another Convoy brings her to a Place, 
Where Endleſs Ages ſhe is doom'd to ſpend; 
A Soul unſpotted, pure, and truly wiſe, 
With Joy will follow, when the officious Guide, 
The appointed Genius for Her, leads the Way: 
And conſcious in Her. ſelf, ſhe muſt be happy, 
Will run with Haſte to ſnatch the glorious Prize. 
But ev'ry Soul polluted with the Body, 
Retaining much of Earthly Dregs, will flag 
In her Fs Amy to high, Ethereal Manſions 
Founded above the Azure, at a Diſtance 
Immenſe : and like to heavy Bodies, tend 
To the Attractive Earth, there doom d to rove 
Among dark Tombs, and melancholy Caves; 
Hideous Spectre wand'ring up and down, 
Still longing to reſume the pond'rous Lump, 
She dropt behind: diſſatisfy'd with Freedom, 
Groſsly bent down to Corruptible Matter, 
From her Original, Celeſtial Nature | 
Degenerate,. and prone to cumbrous Fleſh |: 
Until a tedious Term of Years expire, | 
F 2 When 
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When by th' unerring Conduct of her Demon, 
She ſlowly mounts into a Seat prepar'd, 
Adapted well to her corrupted Nature. 
Whereas th' untainted One, that pure eſcap'd 
From her dark Cell, is ſtrait convey'd above 
To happier Climes, not pervious to the View 
Of groveling Mortals, fill'd with Light Celeſtial, 
And inacceſſible to groſſer Beings, 
Above our Æther, and the pureſt Sky. 

Sim. We thank thee, Socrates, for thy Sublime, 
And more, than Human Notions, ſuch as ſpring 
From nothing leſs, than lofty /nſprration. 

But ſay, what are thoſe bliſsful Regions, where 
Bright Souls inhabit ? for I long to know. 

Soc. I cannot, Friends, deſcribe the Seat of Bliſs, 
The Luſtre of it far tranſcends my Thoughts 
Tho I cou'd artfully diſplay each Part 
Of this inferiour Globe with Beauties deck'd, 
Tho' my deep Skill cou'd number ev'ry Grain 
Of choaking Sand, that ſwells the turbid Shore; 
Tho' I cou'd calculate yon' rolling Orbs, 

That hang in the expanded Firmament, 

And tell the Nature of each glitt'ring Star: 
Yet vain were my attempt to number Joys 
Celeſtial, and reveal thoſe bliſsful Realms. 

To draw a Landskip of the bleſs'd Abodes, 
Were for Angelick Skill too hard a Task. 

It is impoſſible. Heav'n were not Heav'n, 
Cou'd we but comprehend, what Joys are there. 

Thus far alone I may preſume to gueſs. 

In thoſe bright Regions, what is Water here, 
Does there refine to Air: what's Air with us, 
Is a clear Æther there, effulgent, pure, 
Tranſparent more than Chryſtal, brighter far 
Than the full Blaze of radiant Diamonds. 

The bleſs'd Inhabitants ſhine forth, like Stars, 
And make a Ga/axy Themſelves : a Sight 
Aſtoniſhing ! too ſtrong for Mortal Eye 
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To bear! too lofty to expreſs with Tongue! 
Here Gods, and Men converſe in mutual Friendſhip, 
Indiſſoluble, and for ever fix d. 
Here Men all glorify'd, and all immortal, 
Commence ev'n Gods, and with the Gods are number d. 
Nor Time, nor Age extenuate their Rliſs: 
T hey reap the canſt aut Fruits of Joy, and Love, 
Uninterrupied Foy, unrival'd Love. 
No Grief, no Tears flow here, but all 3s Rapture: 
Joy upon Joy, and Pleaſure after Pleaſure 
Come ruſhing on the Soul with glad Surprize, 
Till all diffolv'd, till loſt in Extaly, 
She can enjoy no more, than She enjoys. 
Brim full of frefh Delights for ever ſhines, 
For ever glitters in her Orb of Light. 

Crit. Thy Knowledge, Socrates, trawſcends the Level 
Of Human Underſtandings; ev'ry Word's 
An Oracle, and ſtirs up Rapture in us. 
O Heav'n! O Joy! O Pleaſure without End, 
Worth dying for But thou Aubenian Sage! 
Inform us now, where wretched Souls reſide, 
Deſcribe the diſmal Seat in all it's Horrours. 

Soc. Homer diſtinguiſhes the dreadful Place, 
The vaſt Abyſs, and ſubterraneous Gulph, 
Hell's Center, by the Name of Tartarus: 
The Name it ſelf has Death, and Horrour in it. 
And ſeems to intimate no leſs, than zhis, 
The Seat of Darkneſs, and of Endleſs Pain : 
The Soul that plunges here, muſt plunge for ever. 
Tnto this main Abyſs, wide, interrupt, 
Out of the Precincts of glad Light, unfathom'd, 
Do all the ſubterraneous Torrents flow. 
Hither they roll their poys'nous Waves, and ſoon 
In dreadful Tides they roll them back again. 
Here 1s their Flux, and Reflux, here They center. 
Miſts, and ſulphureous Vapours hence ariſe, 
Clogging the Air with peſtilential Dregs, 
And filling all the Atmoſphere with Death. 
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Tempeſts, and Hurricanes, and deadly Winds 
For ever roar upon this boundleſs Deep: 
Numberleſs Rivers glide with mournful Pace 
In theſe dark Regions; but the chief are Four. 
The broadeſt, and the outermoſt of all, 
Environing the Earth, is Ocean call'd. | 
Next This flows Arberon, which makes its way 
Thro' many dark Receſſes, till at length 

It falls into the Acberuſian Lake, 

Where wretched Souls of Men deceas'd retire, 
And many tedious Years are doom'd to ſtay, 

A ſhorter ſome, and ſome a longer Time, 

Till they've Permiflion to wade back again, 
And ſome vile, Earthly Animals inform. 

The Middle River throws its rapid Streams 
Into a Gulph, which burns with liquid Fire, 
And forms a Lake (all dreadful to be hold!) 
Whole Flames rage horrible, and roll along 

As far as Acheruſia's tort'ring Flood, 

Then fink in Groans to the Profoundeft Hell. 
"Tis Peripblegon call'd, the Lake of Fire. 

Styx is the Fourth, and ſituate oppolite 

To the Mid-torrent, the deep, fiery Pool; 

It with a hideous Fall conceals it ſelf, 

And rolls unſeen, till near to Acheruſia, 

It Perrphlegon meets, where mixing Floods 
They form a Whirl-pool, and with bellowing Sounds 
Both diſembogue themſelves in 7 artaras. 

This is the Place, where, when departed Souls 
Have by their Dæmon's Conduct once arriv'd, 
They firſt are judg'd ; both Thoſe, that have liv'd wel}, 
And Thoſe, that have not. Theſe are doom'd to rove 
In Darkneſs for a certain Term of Years, 
According to the Meaſure of their Crimes. 


But know, my Friends, this aggravating Truth, 
That if their Crimes be of the deepeſt Dye, 
As black, as Hell, and horrid to be nam'd ; 
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Ev'n riveted into the very Soul, T | 
Which Aberuſia s Flood can't expiate: „ 
As Murder, Treaſon, Sacrilege, and Crimes, | 
That ſtrike the Soul with Horrour but to think of: | 
The guilty Wretches (dreadful to expreſs !) 
Thrown headlong down into the vaſt As 
Plunge in an Ocean of Eternal Flames: 7 
In the abhorred Deep of utter Woe; +. 
Where Fain of unextinguiſhable Fire 
Muſt exerciſe them without Hope of End, 
Where they converſe with everlaſting Groans, 
Unreſpited, unpity d, unrepriev'd, | Aire | 
Vaſlals of Wrath Divine! | bn! 


Such as on Earth have led unblemiſſid Lives, 
Whoſe glorious Vertues ſhone, like poliſhd Gems, 
And ſpread a dazling Luſtre all aroundthem, * 
Who faſt adher d to th Intereſts of Vertu, & 
Who ſav'd their Country from 1mpending Ruin, 
And fought like Heroes, and like Martyrs dy'd; 
Exchange ſhort Sor rows for ſucceeding Bliſs, 
Immortal Pleaſures waiting to reward them: 

They leave a ſhatter'd Tenement of Clay, 
Break looſe from this dark Priſon of the Body, 
And mounting above Earth, they wing aloft 
To the bright Regions of Eternal Day. 
Diuine Philoſophy, and Wiſdom's Rays 
8 Which from the Soul diſperſe all Clouds of Errour, 
Purge her, and make ber puie. Thus when ſhe ſprings 
Out of the gloomy Vail, from Matter free, 
Renew d in all her Strength, and freſh with Life 
> She takes her Flight. An Off ring fit for Heav's ! 
Sim. O vertuous Man! thou Prodigy of Athens 
What hidden Things haſt thou reveal'd to us! 
Myſterious Knowlege ! but how bright, and clear, 
Thy Wiſdom, which can pierce the Depth of Things, 
Has open d to us theſe important Truths! 
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Soc. Conſider, deareſt Friends! if this be true, 
That there is future Bliſs; and future Woe; 
Then ſhou'dinot Liſe be one continu'd Toil, 
One conſtant Struggle in Purſuit of Viſuùm :? 
A laſting Treaſure, that will purchaſe Heawv'n! 
Vaſt is the Hopes, which it affords to Man, 

A pleaſing Proſpect, and a ſure Reward! 59 
Whoever gains traut V iſuum; muſt be Happy, 
Muſt be like & O D Flenſelf—a' 


The Soul is an immortal Spark within, 
Which All, but Fools, without a Seruple own, 
And ſeem to feel the Deity within mm 
Upon theſe ſolid Grounds I ſtyle thẽẽ˙] Happy, 
Sure of Beatitude paſt Utterance, 
And ev'n on Earth anticipating Heay'n; 
Who once are got above the Love of Liſe, 6 
Look down on Pleaſures, and the Baits of Senſe, 
Deſpiſe the tawdry Dreſs of Carcaſs vile, 
The Ornaments of Clay, and of Corruption, 
Marks, that diſtinguiſh no Intrinfick Worth, 
The vile Appendages of Pride and Folly! | 
And ſtudy only to adorn the Soul, Z 
To furnith it with never. fading Beauties, 
As Juſtice, Fortitude, and Innocence, 
Philoſophy, and Truth: Brave Vertues all! 
The Embelliſhments of Life! Vertues, like theſe, 
Make Human Nature ſhine in it's Perfection, | 
And crown a Man with never-dying Glory. 

He lives a Hero; and with foul Deſire, 

Can graſp at Death, and with a Smile expire. | 
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Socrates about to drink the Poyſon, Diſcourſing 
with Crito in the Preſence of all his Friends. 


Socrates. 
Riends, and Companions! give your 
| Thoughts ſome Leiſure, LS 
To be employ'd on Death, and a Review 
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| = On Life, immortal in a future State. 
Theſe are Reflections worthy of our Natures, 
Fitteſt for ſhort-liv'd, and precarious Beings. 
Prepare to meet unmov'd the Tyrant Death, 

And dare to welcome him with open Arms. 
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For truſt me, Your Abode will not be long 
Tn this contending World, this troubl'd Ocean ; 
Where wretched Mortals like Sea. faring Men, 
Toſs'd up and down, become the Sport and Prey 
Of racking Whirlwinds, and tempeſtuous Waves. 
The Thread of Life 1s ſhort, and ended ſoon : 
In vain we hope to lengthen out a Span, | 
Or make a Vapour, which ev'n in it's Birth 
Expires, continue long 1n fickle Being. 

A good Diſtinction hardly can be found 
Betwixt to Be, and not to He at all. 
So fleeting, and ſo vain is Human Life! 


e Mine's an untimely Fate! this dreadful Moment 
Death gives the Summons ! But I thiok it decent, 
To bathe this ſully'd Corps, and make it pure, 
Reſembling the bright Spark, that ſhines within it: 
It ſhall, it muſt be done, before I drink 
Th' effectual Doſe to cure all Pains of Life; 

Leſt pious Matrons [for to Waſh the Dead 
Is their peculiar Office] ſhou'd employ 
Unneceſſary Care, and fruitleſs Toil, 

To make this vile, this filthy Carcaſs clean. 

Crit. But tell me, Socrates, before you leave us, 
What grateful Office melaucholy Crito 
Can do for Your ſurviving Family; 

Oh! which Way can He ſerve the Beſt of Men? 

Soc. Care for thy-ſelf, good Crito, and the reſt 
Of theſe my choſen Friends. I ask no more. 

For then I am perſwaded, that you will 

Beſtow due Care on what belongs to me. 

Crito will be my Friend, when I am Dead: 
And each Companion of my former Life, 

By Acts of Kindneſs, Gratitude, and Pity, 
Will ſnew, that Socrates is not forgotten. 

But ſhou'd Your own Concerns thro' Negligence, 
Or ſlothful Pride, or fatal Ignorance, 
Unthovght of, unregarded run to Ruin: 


Then 
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Then will my Children cry for Help in vain, 
And deſtitute of Friends, Apparel, Food, 
With bare, ſwoln Feet they'll tread the publick Streets, 
And walk on cutting Flints; unpity'd Orphans, 
Unpatroniz'd! Whatever folemn Vows | 
You, my dear Friends, contract, the dire Event 
Seems but too plain. Let Self-Love therefore work 
It's genuine Effect on Ev'ry-one : 
Act De Your-ſelves, and then you'll act for Me. 
Crit. We will, dear Socrates! But order, how 
We ſhall Interr Thee. Ah !---that Thought does wound. 
Soc. You may Interr my Body, as you pleaſe : 
But then what Pow'r of Art can intercept 
My Soul, my-ſelf, th' immortal Socrates, 
In his Flight upwards, who then Sprztual 
Muſt ſhun the Graſp of all Material Beings ? 
Crito, I think it ſtrange, and needs mult grieve, 
To find thy Underſtanding (till ſo dim. 
What? have I not convinc'd Thee of a Truth, 
Which ſhines as clear, as the Meridian Sun, 
That Socrates is He, who reaſons with thee, 
And not this Body, which thow'lt ſee anon 
A ſenſelefs Carcaſs hurry'd to the Grave, 
Duſt ready to incorporate with Dult ? 
Whoever dream't, that Bones cou'd /y/{og72e, 
Thele Nerves, or fineſt Fibres recollect 
Ideas paſt, and ſtamp them on the Brain? 
Can Matter reaſon, or Corruption think? 
Conſider, and confeſs, tis all abſurd. 


Soon after I have drunk the ſſeepy Draught, 
The Cordial, tho deſtructive, full of Sweernefs ; 
I Socrates ſhalkbe no longer here, 

But to the Seat of bleſſed Souls retire, 
And, tho' one Part decay, ſhall live for ever. 
C1170 may haply turn an Infidel, 
Or puzzling Sceprick, or polite Free-T hinker,, 
(Incorrigrble Fool, who plung d in Vice, 
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Thinks Freely to deſend his living ſo!) 
But by the Gods, tis true. Nor is it 7, 
That muſt be ſtretch d in decent Manner bel. 
And after bury'd in the ſilent Grave. 

Shun with deep Caution all Abſurdities, | 
Learn to think well, and proper Thoughts move! 
In proper Terms; 1n which Regard to err, 

Muſt doubtleſs tend to prejudice the Mind. 
Ev'n darken all it's Pow'rs, and by Degrees, | 


Expunge true Knowledge, and ſhut Wiſdom out. 


Doſt thou, my faithfol cin, ask me, how, 
Or where this corruptible Load of Natter 
Muſt be interr'd, or hid from Sight of Men, 
Enclos'd within the Bowels of the Earth, 
And truſted to the Care of our fir Parent: 

I anſwer, tis at your Diſpoſal, Friends, 
My better Part I ſhall commend to Heav'n, 
Bury the Carcaſs how, or where you will, 
I value not. Tis but a worthleſs Thing! 


He ſpoke. Tears guſh'd from all, that ſtood a- round, | 


Each Face ſeem d overcaſt with a ſad Cloud 

Of bitter Grief, and all wrap'd up in Horrour. 
He gave his Jaſt Commands to ev'ry Friend, 

With wiſe Inſtructions, how to husband Life. 

(The laſt, and beſt, which they cou d ever hope for!) 

This done, they left the venerable Man 

Alone, involv'd in Thought, and full of Pray'r. 

His Soul intent on Heav'n, and diſtant Joys, 

Ev'n now was on the Wing, prepar'd to go. 

The Sun no ſooner e Wig to the Weſt, 

Ready to ſet, and let the Dusk come on: 

But Socrates appear'd with Look ſerene, 

Irradiated, undiſmay d with Fear, 

Unſhaken at the Proſpect of the Grave. 


Scarce had the vertuous Man begun to ſpeak, 
When with a diſmal Look, and ſolemn Pace, 
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The Lictor came, the Harbinger of Death ! 

Juſt Man, ſaid He, Thou Oracle of Athens * 
How much art thou unlike to other Mortals, 
Who ſentenc'd to a Fate leſs hard, than Thine, 
Yet ſicken at my Sight, and ſtart with Horrour! 
Some I have known burſt into ſudden Paſſion, 

Rave worſe, than Madmen, ſhriek like heartleſs 
Women, a | 1 | 
And Thunder-ſtruck fink at the dreadful Summons. - 
But Secrates can look on Death with Pleaſure, | 

The gloomy Proſpect ev'n tranſports his Soul, 

As tho' he ſaw ſome diſtant, peaceful Haven, 

And ſhou'd expire to breath in happier Climes. 

No Sadneſs fits upon his Brows, but Joy 

Smiles in his Face, and Heav'n is in his Soul. 

O Beſt of Men! are theſe the Effects of Vertue, 

Such Sweetneſs, ſuch Delight in mid{t of Horrour, 

Such mild Compoſure in K Arms of Death ? 

*Tis ſo! But yet without a Flood of Sorrows, 

I can't impart my Meſſage. Death——oh | Death 

This Day mult put an End to Secrates, 

Alas! Hard Fate! But ſo it ſtands decreed, 

And Thy dead Marrant come. juſt Man, fare wel! 

He 7 4 turn'd pale, and at departing wept, 

As if he brought che Summons to a Brother, 

Or ſome dear Friend. Such melting Tears flow'd from 
im! | 


But unconcern'd Him Socrates beheld, 
And ſaid, kind Friend, farewel, farewel for ever! 
We will obey the Charge. The Gods protect thee * 


Exit Lictor. 


Sac. How tender, and how courteous was the Man, 
Who told me, I muſt die? Sweet-temper'd Soul! 
In former Times, as 1 remember well, 
He ſlill ſaluted me with Marks of Love: 


Not like a rough, and haughty Otkcer, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Countenance is fierce, and Speech ſevere. 
Good-Nature, and Humanity uncommon 

Dwell in his Looks, in ev'ry Word, and Geſture 

How friendly his Compaſſion was! alas! 

How did his Words diſſolve in deep Concern, 

When he with Floods of Tears deplor'd my Fate! 


But oh! what makes me linger? Crito, haſte, 
Methinks I'm flow; and tho'quite tir d of Life, 
Yet ſeem defirous to prolong it ſtill. 
What? is the Poyſon not prepar'd? the Doſe 
Not mixt? the ſovereign Cordial not infus'd ? 
Let ſome One haſte away, and bring the Cup 
To me, than Near, more delicious. Oh—! 
Let me not ſpend the Time in vain Delays, 
And ſeem 3 bring on the Period. 
Go, bruiſe the Poyſon, that it may diſſol ve, 
J long to ſee it come, to drink, and die. 

crit. You are too haſty, Socrates, 1 know, 
The Sun not yet has left the Mountain Tops, 
Nor is it ſet. Alas! there's Time enough. 
I have obſerv'd, that others linger on, 
Till Dusk, and Ser, with the declining Sun, 
In everlaſting Night; nor ceaſe, till then, 
From the Enjoyment of their uſual Pleaſures, 


Banquets, and Mirth. Why ſo much needleſs Haſte 


To die ? alittle longer deign to live, 
And bleſs thy Friends with 5 

He. Cr:to, I like thy Counſel not, tis wrong; 
For other Men condemn'd perhaps, like Me, 
But unacquainted with a future State, 
And ſcarce fuperiour to the Fraſes (Their Hopes 
Extending to the Confines of the Grave, 
And then extin& at once} muſt entertain 


Thoughts diff rent far from ine. DelndedWretches ! 


Who reckon ev'ry Minute fo much Gain, 
While they continue here; tho rack d with Fears 


Qt their impending Fate? Sad Monuments 


me more precious Hours. 
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Of Guilt! a Burthen to Themſelyes, and others?! 
How vainly theſe Men dream of an Advantage, 

While they protract the ſcanty Thread of Life, 

And fondly ſpin out a few, worthleſs Moments! 

I threat'n'd by inſtant Death, yet rather count 

Each lingring Hour to me a real Loſs. 

What's Life, but Pain, a cumbrousThing, whoſe Daun, 

lid. day, and Evening are one Scene of Woe ? 

Delay 1s Death, and Death to me 1s Life. 

Shoud 1 delay my Fate, afraid to drink, 

And quench Life's Lamp, I muſt remove my Bliſs, 

And thus become a Loſer. Friends! imagine, 

How wretched Socrates mult needs appear, 

Who long has ſunk upon the Dregs of Life, 

If he were fond of making longer Stay, 

To crawl about upon this Spot of Earth, 

Like a vile Worm, the Burthen of Mankind, 

The Peſt, and Scorn of Athens ! 

No! Prithee, Cyito, haſten with the Cup, 

I long to drink my laſt, and z4zrſt to die. 


Mean-while I think it proper to withdraw, 
And bathe this Corps, e er Death's reſiſtleſs Pow 'c 
With ſhiv'ring Cold invade the whole Machine. 
He ſpoke, whilſt Crito ſtood in Wonder loſt, 
Mixture of Joy, and Sorrow came upon him: 
He view'd the Noble Soul of Socrates 
With Tranſport, and ſeem'd raviſh'd at his Words. 
But then relented ſore, and thought it Pity, 
That ſuch a glorious Man ſhou'd ever die; 
That ſo much Vertue, and ſuch high Perfections 
Were not enough to make the Man 2mmortad. 
Struck with Aſtoniſhment, He, only then 
Unwillingly, obey'd his Friend's Commands. 
Thrice he eſſay'd to call the Executioner, 
And thrice his faultring Tongue ſtuck to his Throat; 
Was able only to direct a Nod 
To ſome young Page attending, who too ſoon R 

Di 
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Did introduce an ominous Wretch. Sad Spectre 
Eutring the Pris'n with flow, and mournful Pace, 
Wrap'd up in Death! Stern with an Air of Horrour, 
And ſtor'd with Poys'nous Juice! He held a Vial 
In ſolemn manner forth with trembling Hands, 
Prepar'd with Fatal Skill. What ven'mous Steams, 
Such as ariſe from yx, or Acheron, 

And poyſon all the incumbent, dusky AirJ 

Exhal'd from this dire Cup, to Gods, and Men 
Full odious, but to Him, and Him alone 

Not ſo, to whom it then portended Death! 

For with a Smile, and Pleaſure moſt ſincere, 

The juſt, the pious Man beheld the Cup, 

And fearleſs ſaid, Dear Friend, approach, I joy 
To ſee thee here. For doubtleſs thou haſt Skill 
Tn all the various Poyſons made to grow 

By Nature for the fake of helpleſs Wretches, 
Kindly providing certain Means to die. 

Thou knoweſt well, how deadly Venom works, 
How ſoon or late, when hizzing thro' the Bowels 
It creeps [ſure Arm of Death] all o'er the Blood, 
The vital Spirits are extinct, benumb'd, 

And all the Soul work'd out by Violence. 

In this important Juncture prove my Friend, 

The aying Secrates implores thy Counſel, 

By Gods, and Men it 1s approv'd alike, 

That the moſt flagrant Wretches doom'd to die, 
May ſeek out Means to cut their Paſſage ſhort, 

To mitigate the Pains, and Agonies 

Ineffable, and make ev'n Death leſs grim. 


Reply'd the Man, obſerve this laſt Advice; 
Drink, and then walk ſome frequent Rounds, until 
The Poyſon operate thro' all thy Limbs, 

And ſwell thy Legs to an enormous Size, 
Diſtending ev'ry Sinew, till they grow 

Too feeble to ſuſtain the lab'ring Maſs. 
Then proſtrate lie. He ſpeaking gave the Cup. 
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See! how he graſps at the tremendous Draught ! 
And liſten to his Speech! Thus He began. 
'Tis the laſt Duty now incumbent on me, 
To offer up one hearty Pray'r to Heav'n, 
Sure of Succeſs, if Heav'n propitious ſmiles 
On humble Supplicants ; that now, ev'n now 
My Voyage to unknown, and diſtant Worlds 
May yet be ſafe, and glorious in the End: 
That I may paſs beyond the Shades of Death, 
And land ſecure in joyful Realms of Light. 
O ye immortal Pow'rs! look down in Mercy, 
On a vile Mortal tir'd of this vain World! 
The lucky Moment ſeems to haſten on 
To my Relief, willing to let me die. 
Ye Gods, I ne'er deny'd your Pow'r, or Being: 
Favour my Flight, and ſpeed my Journey well ! 
He pray d with Eyes up-lifted, Heart devour, 
[The moſt delightful Sacrifice to Heav'n 1] 
This done, with chearful Mien he drank the Doſe, 
And ſwallow d Death with a becoming Grace. 


Have you not ſeen an old, decrepid Sire, 
Whoſe Spirits faint, and call for a Supply, 
Accept a wholeſome Draught to chear his Heart, 
And recreate therewith his drooping Soul? 

He draws new Life, and Vigour from the Juice, 
Smiles, as he drinks, and ſeems ev'n young agen, 

So did the Yenerable Man with Toy, 

And eager Thirſt imbibe the deadly Venom, 

As if the nobleſt Flavour had been in it, 

And Heavuly Nectar ſparkl'd in the Bowl. 

Strange to behold! while all his Friends around him 
Rav'd in Diſtreſs, and poui'd forth dire Complaints. 
On ev'ry Face fate Paleneſs, Death, and Horrour, 

A Load of mighty Grief oppreſs'd their Souls. 
Adollodorus, Crito, and the Reſt 

Gave diſmal Tokens of uncommon Sorrow : 
Diſtraction ſeiz'd them All, and ey'ry Friend 
H 


Chang'd 
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Chang'd Tears, and Pity into wild Deſpair, 
Lamenting now their own impending Fate, 
And not the Dying Man's approaching Bliſs. 
How ſoon were they to laſe their Al in One, 
Bankrupt, and robb'd at once of Happineſs! 


Behold true Mourning! See, what Floods of Tears 
Drop thick from ev'ry Eye, and waſh the Ground 
What Sighs are utter'd! what afflicting Groans 
At the Departu re of a ſacred Friend! 

And cou'd they weep enough? alas, poor Crito! 
Diſtreſs'd ApolHoderus) Orphans both! 

Echecrates, and Simmaas, and Cebes, | 
Phado [why ſhou'd I mention more? ] All wretched ! 
Ev'n now the immortal Plato was to loſe 

That Friend, and Maſter, whom his Pen has drawn 
In ſuch a genuine Light, and matchleſs Style. 
Patience, (alas 1) had been no Yertae now, 

But a ſure Sign of groſs S7upidity ; 

Immoderate Loſſes ask immoderate Grief. 

But yet they griev'd in vain! Behold the Aan, 
The Dying Socrates | Ye Gods behold 

Him wholly unconcern'd, undaunted, pleas d! 

See him confront the mighty Ang of Terromys, 

And walking with a bold, becoming Air, 

Challenge the Tyrant out to ſpeedy Combat! 

He only ſeem'd diſguſted at the Draught, 

Becauſe it did its Work ſo ſlow, and kept 

His Soul in long Suſpenſe, now wing'd to go. 
While Grief, and deep Deſpair on ev'ry Brow 

Sate horrible, like a thick, dusky Cloud 
Obſcuring Heav'n's bright Face. The dying Man 
Sedate, and calm, as the ſereneſt Sky 


Who has not ſeen a Yenerable Oak 
Attack d by boiſt rous Winds? it ſtands unmoy'd, 
And glorying in it's Bulk repels the Shock, 
Deaf to the Fury of inſulting Tempeſts ? on 
uc 
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Such was this Cad. lite Man! Hit tou ring Soul 
Midſt all the dire Calamities of Fortune, 
Did riſe ſuperiour, and look down on Fate. 


But view once more with Pity all in Tears 
Three Sons, as they attend their dying Father! 
One moſt unfortunate! Sweet Innocent, 

Not long acquainted with this World of Sorrows ! 
Unqualify'd to weigh th' important Loſs 

Of an indulgent Father! Helpleſs Creature, 
Whom the next Hour muſt change into an Orphan! 


All mourn'd, and with ſtrong Sympathy deplor'd 
The common Fate of Athens, and their own. 
Ev'n now XAantippe wept : her Bowels yearn'd, 
And Nature work d up tender Pity in Her. 


But Socrates averſe to ſad Complaints 
Pour'd forth o'er dying Men, with ſtern Rebuke 
Beſpeaks the Mourners thus in ſeething Rage. 
How now, Effeminate Sauls! what means this Grief? 
Why all this Folly, and theſe Childiſh Tears? 
By Heav'ns! I did expect from ev'ry Friend 
Manly Behaviour, much unlike to this; 
Seeing I bend beneath a Load of Years, 
And this old, ſhatter'd Body 1s too weak 
Longer to entertain the Soul with Pleaſure, | 
Which ſeems drawn off, and loofen'd from her Hold. 
Miſtaken Friends! I look'd for Marks of Joy 
Unanimous, at going off the Sage, 
And IJong'd to hear loud Shouts applaud my Exit. 
Compoſe Your-ſelves for Shame, and weep no more. 
He ſpoke, and Ev'ry-one {truck with the Voice 
Of the Majeftick Man, with-held his Tears, : 
Which ſoon, like Floods reſtrain'd, broke forth again. 
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But now th' unwelcome, 7ragic# Hour drew nigh,' 
Big with the Fate of Socrates aud Athens. | 
Oh! ſee the Vertuous Man pierc'd thro! with Pains, 
And ſtruggling in the Agonies of Death! 
The potent Poyſon overpowr's his Blood, 
And boils thro' ev'ry Vein. How wan His Looks! 
How ſwoln his Legs, which can no more ſupport 
Th' envenom'd Maſs ! See, how he panting lies, 
Pale, and half dead! Life quivers on a Point! 
By flow Degrees the dire Infection rolls 
Nearer, and nearer to his ſpotleſs Heart, nt 
And ſhiv'ring Death creeps cold thro' ev'ry Limb. 
See! He unvails his Face, and ſets his Eyes 
On C7770, eager now to vent his laſt; 
When the remaining Breath, which Life ſupply'd, 
Broke out in Words like theſe: Crito, tis done. 
The Cure is wrought ; and let that early Zzrd, 
Which crowing firſt ſalutes the Light, be ſlain 
A Victim due to great Apollo 's Son. 
] charge thee by thoſe ſacred Shades below, 
And all the unbody'd Ghoſts, that wander there, 
Remember Aſculapius 
Then Crito thus reply'd. It ſhall be done: 
And haſt thou more to ſay, Majeſtic Soul ? : 
Ah! Not a word ! ——Eyv'a now he groans, and dies. 
There goes the Hero, and Philoſopher, 
The Greateſt, Atbent ever bred! oh Friend! 
Oh Socrates! 
'Thus ſpeaking, He drew nigh, wept o'er the Corps, 
Beheld the Clay diveſted of its Soul, 
The immortal Socrates for ever fled, 7 
And ound the Truth of all His Reas'nings clear. 
So with accuſtom d Decency [for Friends 
Still paid to the Deceas d this laſt Reſpe&] 
He clos'd that Mouth, which ſpoke ſuch precious 
Truths, | 
And then ſeal'd up thoſe Eyes, whoſe piercing Rays 
Once darted Wonder into each Beholder, : 
Show- 
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Showing, how bright a Soul was lodg'd within. 
This done, th* unhappy Mourner full of Grief 
Forſook the ſacred Re/:cks, and retir d. 


Sun, hide thy Face, and wrap'd in Darkneſs moura! 
How is the Glory of Mankind eclips'd! 
How is the Luſtre of exalted Vertue 
Vaniſh'd at once! whilſt the Zarth ſeems to groan, 
Unwilling entomb ſo bright a Saint. 
Curs'd be the Fatal Draught, that robb'd the World 
Of ſuch a Vertuous Sou] ! The Friend, and Genius 
Of Guilty Athens ! once a blazing Light 
To the profoundeſt Sages upon Earth 
Involv'd in Superſtition ! Athens, behold 
The brighteſt Star, that ever ſhone in Thee, 
Extinct for ever! totally obſcur'd 
By thoſe dire Foes, on whom it's Influence 
Was ſhed peculiar; and the Oracle 
Struck dumb, which to all Greece imparted Truth! 


O Socrates ! Thy Thoughts were ſo refin'd, 
Such ſhining Vertues did adorn thy Mind, 

As all th' admiring World might bluſh to ſee, 
And ev'n the Chri/tian Hero learn of Thee! 
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